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Where  Brilliant  Performance 
is  Standard 


You  must  have  heard  of  this  or  that 
spectacular  performance  the  Lincoln 
has  written  into  its  record  of  achieve- 
ment. 

To  those  who  know  this  car  intimately, 
these  individual  feats  are  but  inci- 
dents, noteworthy  of  course,  but  not 
finally  so  significant  as  is  the  service 
the  thousands  of  Lincolns  are  render- 
ing day  by  day. 

By  that  service,  the  Lincoln  has  firmly 
established  itself  in  the  confidence  of 
its  owners.  They  are  familiar  with 
its  tremendous  reserve  ability.  They 
have  learned  that  it  does  the  unusual 
easily.  They  know  that  with  the 
Lincoln  brilliant  performance  is  stan- 
dard. 


See  any  Any  Authorized  Ford  Dealer 
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The  Berline 


LINCOLN 


COBLIN 


We  Tried   130  Times 

Before  we  perfected  a  Shaving  Cream  like  this 


GENTLEMEN: 


By  V.  K.  Cassady,  Chief  Chemist 


You  were  all  using  other  Shaving 
Soaps.  Some  of  you  were  wedded  to 
them.  Our  problem  was  to  create  a 
Shaving  Cream  so  vastly  better  that  a 
test  would   make  you  change. 

We  studied  all  the  shaving  soaps  then 
made.  We  learned  well  their  virtues 
and  their  shortcomings. 

We  interviewed  1,000  typical  men  to 
learn  their  desires  in  a  shaving  cream 
— their  ideals. 

Then  we  set  out  to  meet  those  ideals 
better  than  others  had  done. 

Masters  of  soap  making 

We  were  masters  of  soap  making.  We 
chemists  have  spent  our  lifetimes  in  it. 
For  sixty  years  this  laboratory  has  been 
improving  soap. 

We   have    been    amazingly    successful. 


One  of  our  creations — Palmolive  Soap — 
is  the  leading  toilet  soap  of  the  world. 
But  we  spent  18  months  on  this  Shav- 
ing Cream  problem.  We  made  up  and 
tested  130  separate  formulas  before  we 
attained   our  ideal. 

Then  came  a  surprise 

We  did  more  than  we  expected — vastly 
more.  We  had  no  idea  when  we  started 
out  that  shaving  creams  could  be  so 
improved. 

Users  by  the  millions  were  surprised 
when  they  asked  for  our  ten-shave  test. 
The  demand  for  this  cream  became  a 
business  sensation.  Tens  of  thousands 
wrote  us  letters  of  thanks. 

Now  we  ask  you  to  make  that  test,  in 
countesy  to  us,  in  fairness  to  yourself. 
You  will  be  well  rewarded.  Cut  out  the 
coupon  now. 


10   Shaves 

FREE 

See  Coupon 
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Reasons  Why 

Multiplies  itself  in 
lather  250  times. 

Softens  the  beard  in 
one  minute. 

Maintains  its  creamy 
fullness  for  10  minutes 
on  the  face. 

Strong  bubbles  hold 
the  hairs  erect  for  cut- 
ting. 

Palm  and  olive  oils 
bring  one  fine  after 
effects. 


PALMOLIVE 

SHAVING  I  CREAM 


To    add    the    final    touch    to    snarl 
Sharing    Tal( — especially    for    men. 
fresh,    ami    gives   that    well-groomed 
with    the    tube    of    Sharing    Cream. 

There    are    new   delights    here   for 
them   to   you.      Stop  now   and   cut   th 


)g  luxury,  we  have  created  Palmolive  After 
Doesn'1  show  Leaves  the  skin  smooth  and 
look.      Try    the    sample    we    arc    sending    free 


every    man    who   shaves. 
e  coupon. 


Please    let    us    prove 


Made  in  Canada 


FREE 

and  a  can  of  Palmolive  After  Shaving  Talc 

Simply  insert  your  name  and  address  and  mail  to 

The  Palmolive  Co.,  of  Canada,  Ltd. 

Dept.  B-699  Toronto,  Ont. 


Goblin 


2ftc>  Gold  Standard  of  Values 

Government  Tajxes 

are  included  in  all 

REO 

Passenger  Car  and 
Speed  Wagon  Prices 

When  you  are  quoted  prices 
on  Reos,  you  are  not  com- 
pelled toadd several  hundred 
dollars  for  taxes.  This  is 
worth  looking  into.  \  x  %  % 

There  is  a  Reo  Dealer  Near  You 
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"My   dentist  was   a   fine   fellow.     Each  time  he  ex- 
tracted a  tooth  he  gave  me  a  glass  of  whiskey." 
"Don't  you  go  to  him  any   more?" 
"I   haven't   any   more  teeth  left." 


John:    "Are  you  go  ng  to  print  that  yarn  I  sent  in?" 
Ed.:      "Sorry,  we  can't  get  the  thread  of  it." 

G— G— G 

George:  "I  am  going  to  open  a  barber  shop,  can 
you  suggest  a  good  motto  for  the  door?" 

John:  "Why  not  try,  'Painless  Shaving  or  Whis- 
kers Refunded'." 

G— G— G 

Her  Choice 

She:  "What  are  you  going  to  give  me  for  my 
birthday?" 

He:  "You  can  have  your  choice  of  either  a  pair 
of  silk  stockings,  or  a  diamond  ring." 

She:      "A  real  diamond  ring?" 

He:      "As  real  as  the  red  of  your  ruby  lips." 

She:     "I'll  take  the  stockings." 


Verses  Composed  After  Reading  News  From 
the   Ontario   Legislature 

I  thought  I  saw  a  deficit 

Of  many  million  bones; 

The  recent  government  'twas  clear 

Had  squandered  gifts  and  loans. 

I  read  another  paper  then; 

I   purchased  eight  or  ten 

And  found  instead  there  had  been  saved 

A  million  iron  men. 

'Twas  evident  the  government 

At  present  in  the  lead 

Was  quite  the  kitten's   funny-bone. 

In  fact  just  what  we  need. 

And  yet  the  youngest  child  could  see 

That  they  were  maniacs; 

And  that  the  angry  public 

Should  wield  a  hefty  axe. 

"If  forty  clerks  with  forty  pens 

Should   figure   forty  year, 

Do  you  suppose,"  the  Walrus  said, 

"That  they  could  get  it  clear?" 

"I  doubt  it,"  said  the  Taxpayer,  and  shed  a  bitter  tear. 


G0BCIM 


Without  Rhyme  or 
Resin 

It  was  during  dinner  that  our 
musical  friend  looked  naively  up  from 
his  minute  steak  and  inquired  of  me: 

"I  say,  old  chap,  you  don't  happen 
to  have  a  saw  in  the  house,  do  you?'* 

My  wife,  I  must  say,  was  somewhat 
distressed.  "Inez,''  she  directed  the 
maid,  "give  Mr.  Peabody  one  of  those 
sharp  steel  knives.  I'm  dreadfully 
sorry,''  she  apologized,  "but  the 
butcher  assured  me  he  had  given  me 
the  choicest  cuts.      I'll   never  trust — ■" 

Our  musical  friend  hastened  to  cor- 
rect. "Not  for  the  meat,"  he  snick- 
ered. "I  was  going  to  play  on  the 
saw  for  you  after  dinner.  Play  a  tune, 
you  know.  Very  latest  thing  in 
musical  instruments.  Played  with  a 
regular  violin  bow  or  a  soft  hammer. 
Don't  happen  to  have  a  soft  hammer 
in  the  house,  do  you?"  he  asked, 
thoughtfully  forking  at  his  Brussels 
sprouts. 

"There  is  one,"  I  offered,  "with 
which  I  tacked  down  the  carpet  in 
the  cook's  room,  but  that  hammer 
didn't  feel — " 

"It  must  be  soft,"  he  smirked,  wig- 
gling a  thumb  at  me  waggishly. 

We  ended  by  borrowing  a  violin 
bow  from  the  neighbor's  children  and 
with  it  our  musical  friend  played  on 
the  saw  what  he  said  was  a  sonata. 
We  stopped  him  with  a  round  of  ap- 
plause. Very  useful — these  rounds 
of  applause. 

"There's  music  in  a  tool  chest," 
our  musical  friend  thereupon  smiled 
brightly.     "Got  a  file?" 

Unfortunately  we  had.  With  it  he 
played  a  nocturne  on  the  back  of  a 
bronze  statue  where  he  said  his  "score" 
wouldn't  show.  His  next  number  was 
a  fugue  and  an  oratorio  improvised 
with  assorted  nails  in  several  fragile 
vases,  and  he  took  an  encore  with  a 
rhapsody  played  vigorously  on  a  T- 
square  with  a  carved  ivory  paper  knife. 
Before  he  could  be  prevented,  he  ac- 
companied himself  in  "Woodland 
Sketches"  with  a  bit  and  augur  on  the 


asbestos  log  which  has  been  our  only 
hope  all  through  the  coal  shortage. 

For  his  grand  finale,  our  musical 
friend  called  on  us  for  an  adze,  a 
hatchet,  pick,  shovel,  plane,  chisel, 
vise  and  crowbar.  Without  leaving 
the  room,  he  boasted,  he  would  render 
for  us  the  first  eight  or  ten  movements 
of  Beethoven's  "Unfinished  Sym- 
phony." 

Though  I  know  nothing  of  the  his- 
tory of  the  composition,  I  sincerely 
trust  that  the  reasons  causing  Beetho- 
ven to  leave  the  symphony  unfinished 
were  not  as  harsh  and  sudden  as  those 
I  was  forced  to  bring  to  bear  on  our 
musical    friend. 

— Fairfax   Downey. 
G— G— G 

Reflection 

Reflections  while  having  one's  nails 
manicured: 

"Is  this  the  face  that  launched  a 
thousand  tips?" 


With  Others 

Two  citizens  of  London,  Ont.,  wf-re 
overheard    quarreling    about    a    debt. 

Said  the  first:  I'm  going  to  sue  you 
in  the  Division  Court. 

Second  C. :  I'll  take  it  to  the  County 
Court. 

First  C. :  I'll  take  it  to  the  Appel- 
late Court. 

Second  C. :  I'll  take  it  to  the 
Supreme  Court. 

First  C:  I'll  take  it  to  Hell. 

Second  C. :  Well,  my  lawyer  wiJI 
be  there. 

G— G— G 

Triolet 

She  came  to  my  room 

And   requested   the  rest, 
In  the  gathering  gloom 

She  came   to  my  room 
Like  an  angel   of  doom, 

For  I  hadn't  a  cent. 
She  came  to   my  room 

And  requested  the  rent. 


Mrs.  Newrich:     "Well,  what  did  you  think  of  the  play,  Mary?" 
Mary:     "Oh,  it  was  heavenly!     You  ought  to  have  heard  the  servant  girl 
sauce  her  mistress." 


The  Hostess:  "Thank  you  so  much,  Mr.  Krashoffski,    for   your   beautiful   playing.     What  do  you   think  of  the 
piano?" 

The   Pianist:  "Ah,   Madame,   I  do   not,   in  English,    know    politely    how    to    express,    but   if   it   were   an   auto- 
mobile it   is  what  they  call  in  the  States  an  Elizabeth  of    tin." 


The  Diary  of  an  Emancipated  Woman 

Who  has  returned  to  her  home  tovon  after  ten  years  in  the  city 


April  3.  I  have  been  here  two  days.  It  is  all  true. 
The  women  are  not  free;  they  believe  in  marriage;  they 
go  to  church  ...  I  cannot  stay  here.      I  shall  go  mad. 

April  6.  Went  to  the  Ladies'  Aid.  It  was  stifling. 
They  sat  there,  rocking,  and  sewing  flannelette  garments 
for  needy  foreigners.  Sewing!  Rocking  and  sewing! 
Why  didn't  they  make  garments  of  tinsel  and  gauze 
and  dance  abandonedly  among  the  rocking  chairs.  Why? 
Why?  .  .  .  They  rolled  up  the  flannelette  and  then 
went  home   to  get  supper. 

April  7.  Went  to  the  Women's  Institute.  Listened 
to  a  lecture  on  canning  beans.     Beans!  Beans!  !  Beans! ! 

April  9.  Had  a  strawberry  sundae  in  the  drug  store. 
Oak  tables  and  wire-backed  chairs.  Soap  stacked  on 
the  counter.  .  .  Now  I  would  have  little  tables  of  teak- 
wood  and  ivory  on  a  terrace  by  a  fountain  with  peacocks 
walking  about.  I  told  the  druggist  this.  He  said  the 
strawberry  sundae  would  be  twenty  cents. 

April  1  0.  Sat  on  the  porch  and  watched  the  people 
going  to  church.      I  wanted  to  put  on  my  green  chiffon 


and  go  to  a  cafe  and  pirouette  on  the  tables,  but  they 
said  there  wasn't  any,  and  the  tables  weren't  built  for  it. 
.  .  Nauseating  respectability ! 

April  1  1 .  Went  to  see  Aunt  Caroline.  She  is  very 
grey  and  much  heavier.  Troubled  with  rheumatism 
lately.  She  sat  in  the  back  porch  peeling  potatoes.  Just 
sat  there.  Perfectly  contented.  Peeling  potatoes.  Oh, 
I  thought  I  should  scream!  I  told  her  there  was  yet 
time  to  throw  off  her  shackles;  I  said  she  might  dance  on 
the  hill-side,  garlanded  with  flowers;  she  might  dance  on 
a  roof  garden  in  a  gauze  dress.  .  .  .  She  said  she  didn't 
want  to. 

April  15.  The  farmers  stand  about  on  the  street 
corners  on  Saturday  night  talking  about  wheat.  They 
wear  heavy  boots  and  dark  overalls.  They  talk 
eternally  of  wheat.  Wheat!  The  sordidness  of  it! 
Why  don't  they  tread  the  mountain-side  and  talk  poetry 
to  the  young  stars?     Why?     Why? 

April  16.  Borrowed  $150.00  from  Uncle  Abner  to 
go  back  to  the  city.  — L.  R.  H. 


Qegjg» 


Anecdotal 

It  was  in  the  smoking  compartment 
of  a  B.  and  O.  train,  between  Phila- 
delphia and  Washington.  An  elderly 
Kentucky  congressman  who  looked 
more  like  a  Southern  colonel  than  any 
Southern  colonel  ever  did,  was  talk- 
ing to  a  representative  from  Nebraska. 

The  subject  of  the  discourse  was 
one  Joe  Seeley,   lately  deceased. 

"Joe,"  remarked  Kentucky,  "could 
talk  more  and  say  less  than  any  man 
who  ever  got  into  congress — and  that's 
a  real  distinction.  Joe's  mind  was  an 
eloquent,  persuasive,  convincing  vac- 
uum. Father  used  to  say  that  on  a 
platform  Joe  was  just  like  the  old 
man  (Henry  Clay)  and  every  bit  as 
good  except  for  the  ideas. 

"I  remember  the  time  Charley  Hayes 
was  hung  down  at  Louisville.  Every- 
body in  town  knew  Charley  and  was 
fond  of  him.  He  was  a  right  likable 
fellow  but  just  a  trifle  quick  on  the 
trigger — that's  how  he  came  to  get 
hung. 

"Well,  in  those  days  hangings  used 
to  be  public  and  about  two  or  three 
thousand  of  Charley's  friends  and  ac- 
quaintances turned  out  to  see  him 
strung  up.  As  a  rule  the  hangings 
were  at  eleven  o'clock  in  the  morning 
and  the  crowd  was  all  gathered  and 
the  sheriff  had  Charley  already  on  the 
scaffold  before  it  was  discovered  that 
the  execution  order  read  twelve  noon. 
They  couldn't  hang  Charley  before 
his  time  so  there  wasn't  anything  to  do 
but  wait. 

"Of  course,  Joe  knew  Charley  right 
well  and  after  everybody  had  been 
sitting  around  a  while  he  stepped  up 
and  spoke  to  him. 

'Charley,'  he  says,  'there  are 
about  two  thousand  of  your  friends 
here  to  see  you  hung  to-day  and  they're 
going  to  get  mighty  impatient  waiting 
around  like  this.  How  would  it  be 
if  I  just  gave  them  a  little  talk?' 

"Charley  looks  him  straight  in  the 
eye.  'Joe,'  he  says,  'I'm  sorry,  I 
can't  do  it.  I've  made  up  my  mind 
to  be  hung  to  death,  but  I'll  be  damned 
if  I'll  be  talked  to  death'." 


Denise:    "He's  wonderful,  my  dear;  he  talks  like  a  book. 
Gladys:    "But  can  you  shut  him  up  as  easily?" 


How  to  Manage  a  Husband 

First   Year 

When  he  comes  home  from  work 
in  the  evening,  fly  at  him  with  his 
favorite  slippers  and  his  favorite  pipe. 
Have  his  favorite  chair  drawn  up  to 
the  fire-place  with  his  favorite  maga- 
zines on  a  table  beside  it,  and  a  paper- 
knife.  Hang  breathlessly  on  his  every 
word ;  listen,  wide-eyed  and  ecstatic, 
to  his  most  prosaic  utterances.  Before 
he  goes  to  work  in  the  morning,  trail 
adoringly  at  his  heels,  finding  him 
things  ....  In  fact,  do  everything 
for  him  but  put  his  clothes  on  and 
carry  the  spoon  from  his  plate  to  his 
mouth. 

Second  Year 

See  that  he  gets  a  little  consider- 
ation for  at  least  one  hour  in  the  day. 
Remove  the  embroidery  hoops,  needle- 
cases,  and  crochet-hooks  from  his  fav- 
orite chair  and  let  him  have  a  brief 
rest.  (It  may  not  be  coming  to  him, 
but  a  little  indulgence  will  help  to 
keep   him   contented).      Allow   him    a 


few  minutes  each  evening  to  talk,  to 
express  his  opinion  on  current  events. 
Correct  his  views  whenever  necessary. 
This  will  be  tiresome  for  you,  but  so 
long  as  his  ideas  do  not  conflict  with 
yours  in  any  way,  there  is  no  harm 
in  it. 

Next  Ten  Years 

No  matter  how  onerous  your  other 
duties  are,  do  not  fail  to  impress  upon 
your  husband  the  importance  of  keep- 
ing up  little  attentions.  Have  him 
understand  that  such  little  tasks  as 
bringing  up  your  breakfast  in  the 
mornings,  doing  your  shopping  errands 
on  the  way  to  work,  dining  on  sardines 
and  crackers  on  the  corner  of  the  kit- 
chen cabinet  on  bridge-days,  and  going 
without  his  breakfast  on  mah  jong 
days,  should  be  considered  in  the  light 
of  privileges.  If  he  demurs,  threaten 
him  with  hash  and  fish-balls  for  one 
week.  Faithful  performance  of  these 
duties,  however,  should  be  rewarded 
by  an  occasional  evening  off. 

— L.  R. 


Goblin 


Fat  One:      Buying  sweaters?      Why  don't  you  get  one  of  these  new  tight  pull-overs  with  the 
stripes? 

Lean  One:      Because   I  don't  want  to  be  taken  for  a  garter-snake.     Buy  one  yourself. 
Fat  One:      Not  a  chance.     Think  I  want  to  be  taken  for  a  concertina? 


It 


Vale,  Hokea! 

Hokea    Tahiti    reaches    (he    tribes    of 

VankooCer A  ready  come-back 

"The    Boom    Days"     legend 

He  is  married The  ex- 
periment    fails Farewell     to 

Canada. 

At  last  I  had  arrived  at  the  wester- 
most  end  of  this  great  continent  and 
found  myself  among  probably  the 
strangest  tribe  of  all  the  peculiar  and 
uncivilized  tribes  of  the  vast  hinterland 
known  as  Canada.  This  race  is 
known  as  the  people  of  the  race  of 
Vankoover,  which  means,  I  surmise, 
"The  children  of  the  Rain."  This  I 
found  out  soon  after  arriving  when  a 
native  whom  the  woman  had  appar- 
ently known  before  approached  and 
greeted  us.  The  sun  shone  brightly 
and  the  sky  was  a  beautiful  blue. 

"It  is  a  shame,"  said  he,  "that  you 
should  not  be  able  to  form  the  best  im- 
pression of  our  city  from  the  first. 
This  miserably  sunny  day,  I  assure 
you,  is  not  typical.  With  luck  we 
should  have  a  good  grey  day  with 
rain  or  at  least  a  nice  dampish  fog 
soon.  Many  of  my  friends  are  at  pres- 
ent at  the  Beerklub  and  should  by  now 
be  in  a  pleasantly  moist  state." 

These  remarks  had  been  addressed 
to  the  woman  and  as  yet  the  friend 
who  was  as  pale-faced  as  herself  had 
taken  no  notice  of  me.  I  am  uncertain 
what  he  meant  when  he  asked: 
"What's  the  coon  waiting  for?"  but 
he  immediately  turned  to  me,  courte- 
ously relieved  me  of  the  bags  I  was 
holding  and  pressed  into  my  hand  a 
small  coin.  I  have  always  prided  my- 
self on  my  adaptability  and  the  readi- 
ness with  which  I  am  able  to  acquire 
strange  customs.  This  is  the  faculty 
which  distinguishes  the  trained  explorer 
in  strange  lands  from  the  common 
globe-trotter  or,  as  they  call  them  here, 
Richamerikann.  I  immediately  per- 
ceived that  it  would  be  necessary  for 
me  to  make  a  reciprocal  present  in  ex- 
change for  the  coin.  Now  the  woman 
had  secreted  in  a  certain  part  of  her 
clothing  all  of  the  tallies  I  had  won 
in  the  feasting  car.  Equal,  however, 
to  the  occasion,  I  felt  in  my  pockets 
and  discovered  one  of  the  teeth  I  had 
removed  from  a  certain  official  of  the 
law  in  another  region.      It  was  a  nice 


Mother    (who   has    had   to   correct   Betty    many    times) :      "Betty,   I   should 
think  you  would  get  tired  of  hearing  me  talk  to  you  so  much." 
Betty  (decidedly):     "Yes,  mother,  I  do." 


tooth,  very  white  and  long-rooted,  but, 
as  our  native  Samoan  proverb  says: 
"When  the  war-club,  the  swirka 
swirka  knife  and  the  ancestral  curse 
has  failed,  politeness  is  often  discreet." 
Accordingly,  I  seized  the  stranger's 
hand  and  pressed  the  tooth  well  into 
the  palm.  To  see  the  look  of  startled 
bewilderment  that  came  over  his  face 
one  would  have  said  I  had  bitten  him 
with  it.  He  then  exhibited  his  Insanity 
by  exclaiming  to  the  woman: 

"Good  grief,  Angela!  What's  got 
into  the  porter?" 

"Indeed,"  exclaimed  Angela,  with 
some  heat,  "this  is  no  porter.  This  is 
Professor  Dr.  Hokea  Tahiti  Moom- 
banga-loora,  my  fiance,  and,  what  is 
more,  he's  a  celebrity!" 

"A  celebrity!"  cried  the  stranger, 
whose  name  turned  out  to  be  Hairold, 
meaning  "Grey  headed."  "A  celeb- 
rity! Then  he  must  see  the  real 
estate!" 

At  this  point  the  account  of  the  in- 
trepid Moombanga-Loora  trails  off.  It 
appears  that  the  famous  explorer  got 
no  further  with  his  writings  when  he 
took  the  course  indicated.  His  subse- 
quent impressions  and  reactions  may 
best  be  judged  from   the  pages  of  his 


diary  now  in  possession  of  his  wife,  or, 
as  some  think,  widow,  Mrs.  Angela 
Moombanga-Loora. 

TUESDAY 

It  is  agreed  that  the  woman  and  I 
are  to  be  married.  To-day  Hairold, 
who  barters  land,  took  us  to  select  a 
hut  to  live  in.  The  woman  does  most 
of  the  selecting.  "What,"  we  would 
ask,  "is  the  price  of  this  and  this?" 
To  which  he  would  reply,  "Why,  in 
the  Boom  days  that  sold  for  thirty 
thousand  dollars!"  The  Boom  days 
are  an  heroic  age  in  the  religion  of  the 
tribe  when  men  were  all  wealthy  and 
happiness  reigned  on  earth.  There  is 
a  firm  belief  among  the  faithful  that 
the  Boom  days  will  return  again  when 
the  dutiful  shall  be  rewarded.  At 
length  I  had  selected  what  I  consid- 
ered a  suitable  hut.  "What  is  it 
worth?"  I  asked.  "In  the  Boom 
days,"  he  began  but  I  cut  him  short. 
"What  is  it  worth  now?"  I  suggested. 
"Oh,  now!"  he  said,  "Now  you  can 
get  it  for  a  song!"  "I  shall  sing  the 
Song  of  the  Head-hunter's  Grand- 
parent's skull,"  I  declared,  and  forth- 
with raised  my  voice.  They  begged 
(Continued  on  page  28) 
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Who  has  ever  heard  of  an  address  delivered  on  the 
menace  of  the  working  women? 

Much  has  been  said  in  various  places  about  women 
who  do  nothing  at  all,  and  they  are  popularly  and  per- 
haps wrongly  supposed  to  be  responsible  for  a  consider- 
able amount  of  harm,  discontent,  trouble  or  anything 
the  person  occupying  the  platform  at  the  time  cares  to 
mention. 

There  are  women  who  work,  for  the  purpose  of  obtain- 
ing little  things  like  board  and  lodging,  millinery  and 
magazines,  rouge  and  vin  rouge  and  bargains.  They 
are  women  with  employment,  and  with  them  we  have 
no  quarrel. 

But  then  there  are  the  women  who  usually  work  for 
the  good  of  something  or  other,  and  oh,  how  they  do 
work !  They  mobilize  themselves  to  force  through  issues, 
and  far  be  it  from  any  mere  man  to  say  they  can't  force 
them  through.  They  organize  themselves  and  all  their 
friends  to  promote  assorted  welfares  and,  we  are  proud 
to  say,  promote  them  at  a  dizzy  rate. 

But  there  should  be  temperance  in  all  things.  Tem- 
perance itself  is  a  good  example  of  something  in  which 
there  should  have  been  moderation. 

The  good  ladies  worked.  They  put  all  their  hearts 
and  souls  into  it  and  large  portions  of  their  own  and 
their  husbands'  moneys.      They  were  efficient  and  per- 


sistent and  thorough-going  and  sincere.  In  Ontario,  for 
instance,  they  got  the  O.T.A. 

But  the  O.T.A.  water  wagon  is  full  of  leaks.  Nasty 
bootleggers  bored  little  holes  in  it.  Native  wines  were 
used  in  its  construction  and  who  is  there  who  won't  tell 
you  that  native  wines  don't  hold  up  under  water? 

Nice  people  tried  to  do  too  much  too  soon.  Speaking 
as  a  temperance  advocate,  we  can  announce  exclusively 
in  this  magazine  that  prohibition  in  the  province  of 
Ontario  has  been  a  set-back  to  temperance  for,  as  the 
jolly  months  flit  past,  there  is  an  ever-growing  sentiment 
against  the   O.T.A.    and  everything   connected  with   it. 

Speaking  as  an  anti-prohibitionist,  we  may  repeat  the 
words  of  countless  dozens  and  remark  simply  that  the 
O.T.A.  has  stopped  the  consumption  of  liquor  in  some 
quarters  and  provoked  it  in  others,  and  that  one  of  its 
chief  effects  has  been  to  make  hard  drinkables  a  bit 
more  difficult  to  get,  considerably  worse  in  quality  and 
much  higher  in  price. 

The  main  point  is  that  eager  reforming  females  and 
also  males  should  have  four-wheel  brakes  and  know  how 
to  use  them.  This  would  prevent  many  legislative  acci- 
dents. It  might  be  wise  for  us  all  to  have  several  people 
think  for  us  before  speaking  officially.  If  one  hurries 
too  much,  there  is  grave  danger  of  finding  that  one  is 
sliding  backwards.     The  road  of  uplift  is  a  slippery  one. 

It  was  most  certainly  an  Irishman  who  said,  "If  you 
can't  go  easy,  go  as  easy  as  you  can."     Please  do. 
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"So  I  Took  The  $100,000" 

No  doubt  the  committee  of  award 
in  Mr.  Bok's  $100,000  peace  plan 
competition  received  many  delightful 
proposals  but  among  them  there  was 
probably  none  that  promised  a  more 
rousing  good  time  throughout  Europe 
than  that  now  promulgated  by  Charles 
Ritch  Johnson,  2907  Auburn  Ave., 
Toledo,  Ohio. 

Mr.  Johnson  is  all  for  peace  and 
wants  the  world  to  know  it.  Some 
of  the  more  salient  features  of  his  plan 
are  presented  forthwith  (the  bold  type 
is  ours)  : 

"The  first  thing  to  do  is  to  get  all  the 
people  of  Europe  in  real  good  humor.  The 
best  way  to  do  this  is  to  leave  at  each  home 
there,  a  booklet  of  500  of  the  funniest  clean 
pictures  printed  in  the  United  States  during 
the  past  100  years.  The  second  best  500  fun- 
niest clean  pictures  should  be  printed  in  the 
European  papers,  magazines,  etc.  A  com-- 
mittee  should  pick  out  the  1,000  funniest  clean 
pictures    of    the    thousands   sent    in. 

Send  a  flying  squadron  of  12  or  more  well 
known  union  men  and  women  of  the  United 
States  and  Canada  to  talk  common  sense  to 
the  laboring  people  of  Europe ;  send  a  flying 
squadron  of  12  or  more  well  known  business 
men  and  women  of  the  United  States  and 
Canada  to  talk  common  sense  to  the  business 
people  of  Europe ;  send  a  flying  squadron 
of  12  or  more  of  the  best  known  bankers  of 
the  United  States  and  Canada  to  talk  and  help 
the  bankers  of  Europe;  send  25  or  more  of  the 
best  known  preaching  evangelists  of  the  United 
States  and  Canada,  and  same  number  of 
the  best  known  singing  evangelists  to  preach 
and  sing  in  Europe.  The  former  are  to 
preach  their  best  sermons  on  repentance,  for- 
giveness, brotherly  love  and  so  forth.  Some 
of  these  preaching  evangelists  are  to  have  a 
good   interpreter. 

Send  to  Europe  some  experienced  aviators 
with  good  strong  airplanes  to  write  in  the 
sky  during  clear  days,  in  white  smoke,  "Do 
Good."  "Talk  Peace."  "No  Wars,"  also  mil- 
lions of  posters  of  these  should  be  in  win- 
dows   of    stores,    homes,    churches,    etc. 

Send  together,  the  wives  of  Ex-Presidents 
Cleveland,  Harrison,  Roosevelt,  Taft,  Wilson, 
Harding,  and  also  the  wife  of  President  Cool- 
idge  to  call  in  a  body  on  the  European  rulers, 
dictators,  etc.,  and  persuade  them  to  come 
together  soon,  shake  hands,  sit  down  and  try 
their  very  best  to  understand  each  other  and 
work  together  for  permanent  peace.  These 
seven  famous  and  very  good  ladies  can  do  a 
world  of  good  among  these  big  men  of  Eur- 
ope 

There  are  thousands  of  women  in  Europe 
who  are  really  fitted  to  help  much  the  men 
of  Europe  to  bring  about  permanent  peace. 
Encourage  them  through  the  newspapers  there 
to  wake  up  and  join  hands  with  the  men  for 
humanity's  sake.  Many  of  these  European 
women  would  really  make  fine  Joan  of  Arcs 
by  leading  millions  of  men  into  action  for 
permanent   peace   in   all    Europe. 

All  the  United  States  and  Canadian  work- 
ers who  are  to  go  to  Europe  should  start 
actively  there  on  this  campaign  for  per- 
manent peace  as  soon  as  possible.  Some  should 
stay  six  months,  some  a  year  and  some 
longer. 

When  we  get  permanent  peace  in  all  Eur- 
ope first,  then  it  will  be  easy  for  the  rest  of 
'ho    world    to    follow    suit." 

We    particularly    draw    the    atten- 


$otage  Canabien 

tion  of  our  readers  to  the  fact  that 
some  of  the  Canadian  uplifters  are  to 
stay  away  from  home  for  more  than 
a  year.  This  alone  makes  the  plan 
worthy   of   consideration. 

G— G— G 

Supreme     Self-Kidders 

Coueism,  my  countrymen,  may  be 
passe  as  a  newspaper  feature  but  it 
still  grows  and  flourishes  like  stories 
about  Pat  and  Mike.  It  is  done.  It 
is  most  certainly  done  and  by  the  best 
people  too. 

A  moon  or  so  ago  three  husky 
dames  with  muscular  legs  hit  To- 
ronto, self-consciously  laden  with 
1 000-watt  reputations.  They  are 
known  as  the  Duncan  sisters,  classical 
dancers.  They  cavort  around  the 
stage  wearing  an  odd  clothe  or  so  and 
are  interesting  to  gaze  upon.  That 
always  helps.  But  they  were  billed  as 
world-beaters,  as  knock-out  disciples 
of  the  dance.  They  had  taken  "New 
York  by  storm,"  had  "triumphal 
tours,"  were  "acclaimed  all  over  the 
world."  They  were  in  fact  the 
Misses  Real  Success  and  it  cost  the 
gentleman  aesthete  and  his  lady 
aesthete  friend  just  $3.30  to  watch 
their  antics  for   100  minutes. 

Now  the  opinion  of  a  large  hunk  of 
the  open-mouthed  audience  was  that 
they  were  just  fair.  A  few  mild  souls 
were  much  more  outspoken  and  did 
the  George-Jean-Nathan  hat-and-coat 
act  at  the  first  intermission.  One  fan 
remarked  apologetically  that  he  would 
have  been  able  to  enjoy  their  wonder- 
working, if  he  hadn't  been  to  a  good 
vaudeville  show  two  nights  before  at 
Shea's  Theatre. 

But  anyone  who  has  been  within 
broadcasting  distances  of  the  sisters 
three  knows  that  they  sincerely  be- 
lieve they  are  1  00  per  cent.  Art.  They 
are  just  wild  about  their  dancing. 
They  are  truly  awful'y  pleased  to  be 
able  to  give  the  public  what  it  should 
want.  But,  a  humble  jury  declares 
it  believes  it  can  muster  a  flock  of 
home-grown  Canadians  who  can  move 
just  as  gracefully  and  drape  themselves 
around  the  platform  with  just  as  much 
poetry  and  imagination  and  undiluted 
soul. 


But  the  Duncans  have  persuaded 
themselves  that  nobody  else  can  do  it 
and  this  bit  of  clever  kidding  is  being 
rewarded  by  a  hail  of  crisp  new  bank 
notes  of  large  denomination.  That  is 
your  lesson  for  to-day,  children.  Step 
into  it. 

If  you  have  read  the  current  dis- 
courses on  "How  to  Be  a  Great 
Something  or  Other  in  Thirty  Days 
Without  the  Option  of  a  Fine,"  don't 
begin  work  till  you  believe  it.  Sit 
around  the  house  for  a  while  first  and 
explain  to  yourself  how  good  you 
really  are.      Then  tear  loose. 

The  man  who  originated  the  phrase 

"Don't    Kid    Yourself,"    is    the    same 

chap  who  later  said  to  the  doctor,  "I 

Didn't  Know  It  Was  Loaded." 

G— G— G 

Re   the   K.   K.   K. 

News  that  the  sire  of  the  feature 
motion  picture,  namely,  "The  Birth 
of  a  Nation"  is  again  going  on  tour, 
brings  to  mind  the  question  of  how 
much  this  extraordinarily  popular  spec- 
tacle had  to  do  with  the  formation  of 
the  modern  Ku  Klux  Klan.  Prior  to 
the  presentation  of  this  picture  the  re- 
gime of  the  Klan  was  an  all  but  for- 
gotten episode  in  American  history. 
As  an  organization  it  was  approxi- 
mately as  dead  as  that  of  the  Jacob- 
ites. 

"The  Birth  of  a  Nation"  popular- 
ized the  idea  of  white-robed,  spectacu- 
lar, lawless  justice  and  perhaps  it 
would  not  be  out  of  place  to  hang 
D.  W.  Griffith's  picture  beside  that 
of  ex-Imperial  Wizard  Simmons. 

G— G— G 
Ancient   and   Modern 

Extract  from  the  minutes  of  the 
Athenian  Chamber  of  Commerce, 
B.C.,  342. 

"Achion  spoke:  'It  did  not  seem 
to  him  in  the  best  interests  of  the 
state  that  such  a  man  as  he  prominent 
both  for  the  loyalty  of  his  heart  and 
the  diligence  of  his  hands  for  her 
cause  should  depart  into  exile.' 

But  when  the  vote  was  taken  he 
departed  much  downcast  for  the  poor 
Pireaus. 

(Continued    on    paqc   24) 
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To  the  Publisher  of  a  Book  of 
Etiquette 

Dear  Sir: 

I  appreciate  greatly  your  invaluable 
work,  especially  the  chapters  on  "How 
To  Meet  People"  and  "Tact." 

But  supposing  I  should  be  intro- 
duced to  a  lady  whom  I  recognize  as 
having  posed  for  corset  advertise- 
ments in  the  magazines.  Would  it  be 
correct  for  me  to  say:  "Pardon  me, 
but  haven't  I  seen  your  face  some- 
where before?" 

Yours  in  perplexity, 

F.  D. 
G— G— G 

Alas! 

"The  world  is  so  full  of  a  number 
of  bills 

I'm  sure  we  should  all  run  off  to 
the  hills." 


wm» 


Hints  on  Health 

By  Dr.  Rank  Pane 


A  delightful  little  story,  a  story 
which  holds  a  lesson  for  us  all,  is  often 
told  about  the  late  Mary,  Queen  of 
Scots.  You  will  recognize  the  cir- 
cumstances when  I  repeat  it  to  you. 
She  was  standing  beside  the  execu- 
tioner and  noticed,  in  her  thoughtful 
way,  that  he  seemed  agitated.  Skilful 
questioning  elicited  the  information 
that  he  had  failed  to  sharpen  his  axe 
that  morning.  She  smoothed  his 
wrinkled  brow  with  the  edge  of  her 
crepe  de  chene  ruff  and  smiled  sweetly. 

"Never  worry,"  she  said  firmly, 
"everything  is  sure  to  come  off  all 
right." 

How  the  simple  words  of  this 
famous  dame  on  the  way  to  her  last 
necking  party  must  thrill  us  all.      We 


must  never  worry.     Ah,  Mary  old  girl, 
we  fain  would  heed  your  advice. 
"Worry  is  a  most  terrible  thing 
When  we  think  of  the  complications  it 

will  bring 
In  its  trail.      If  we  but  let  it  have  its 

sway 
It  wrecks  our  sleep  by  night  and  our 

thoughts  by  day." 

— Bacon. 

If  you  feel  a  worry-wave  creeping 
over  you,  repeat  seventeen  times  in 
Czecho-Slovakian,  "Let  George  do  it." 
If  you  don't  know  any  George,  that 
makes  the  thing  much  simpler.  Con- 
centrate on  nothing  and  you  will  find 
that  your  mind  has  become  a  blank. 
Care  will  have  vanished  like  the  wee 
deoch  an'  doris  'gin  the  brae  Hielan'- 
mon.  — /.  A.   C. 


So  This  is  Mah  Jong! 
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Coal    Merchant:      "Quick,   come   up   the   street.      My    coal  is  on  fire." 

Fireman:     "Well,  if  it's  the  same  stuff  I've  been  using  all  winter  there  isn't  any  hurry.' 


IT  IS  rumored  that  an  association  of 

worthy  and  long-suffering  actors 
shortly  will  be  formed  to  protect  them- 
selves from  playwrights.  Tyrannous 
dramatists  will  be  forced  by  this  union 
of  the  profession  to  remove  smoking 
from  stage  directions,  leaving  it  to  the 
inclination  of  private  life. 

For  years  now,  big,  bluff,  hearty 
parts  have  been  striding  from  L.C.  up 
to  small,  meek  comedy  parts,  entering 
R.,  and  offering  with  well  simulated 
cordiality: 

"Here,  have  a  cigar." 

Then,  the  stage  directions  have  de- 
manded, the  small,  meek  part  must 
accept  the  cigar  and — here  is  where 
the  cruelty  comes  in — actually  smoke 
the  thing.  And  for  twenty  minutes 
an  exit  is  not  given  the  small,  meek 
part  so  he  can  throw  the  noxious  weed 
away. 


Smoked  Ham 

The  situation  is  pretty  bad,  too,  in 
the  case  of  the  polished  juvenile  who, 
as  required  by  the  script,  is  continually 
extending  a  glittering  cigarette  case  to 
one  character  after  another  and  re- 
marking With  rising  inflection: 

"Cigarette?" 

All  the  characters  are  forced  to  ac- 
cept by  the  playwright  and,  according 
to  stage  directions,  "smoke  lingcringly" 
or  "inhale  deeply  and  thoughtfully." 
I  don't  know  whether  the  polished 
juvenile  or  the  management  fills  that 
case  six  nights  a  week  and  two  matin- 
ees, but  its  contents  is  not  likely  to  be 
a  heavy  investment. 

And  it  is  tough  on  the  virile  hero 
part,  for  which  are  written  three  or 
four  times  an  act  such  stage  directions 
as    these:    "Walks    R.     to    desk    and 


takes  pipe  from  drawer.  Fills,  lights 
and  smokes  with  contentment."  Line: 
"After  all,  there  is  nothing  like  the 
old  pipe  to  smoke  away  your  troubles." 

As  a  result,  actors  and  actresses 
have  to  smoke  like — well,  like  an 
apartment  house  open  fireplace.  And 
many  a  time  they  are  forced  to  let  a 
match  burn  their  fingers  while  getting 
off  a  long  speech.  The  ruthless  play- 
wright put  such  a  speech  in  their 
mouths,  hard  after  stage  directing  a 
cigar  or  a  cigarette  into  the  same  place. 

The  profession  is  eagerly  awaiting 
some  benevolent  playwright  whose  lines 
will  run:  "Thanks,  I  don't  smoke," 
and  whose  stage  directions  will  read: 
"Impatiently  flings  away  the  cigar, 
unsmoked." 

— Fairfax  Downey. 
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"George  says  I've  acquired  all  of  father's  vices  but 
none  of   his  virtues." 

"Possibly  your  dad  can't  spare  any  of  his  virtues." 


Episode  on  a  Station  Platform 

It  was  a  situation  which  called  for  serious  thinking. 
It  was  difficult  to  understand,  but  true,  that  among  the 
five  daughters  of  well-to-do  parents  who  had  come  on 
the  picnic  there  was  not  to  be  found  the  price  of  the  fare 
back  to  the  city.  Of  course  they  had  been  ill-advised 
to  come  to  such  an  out  of  the  way  place,  but  there  they 
were  on  the  station  platform  without  ten  cents  among 
them.  The  sun  had  sunk  an  hour  ago  and  now  a  faint 
rumbling  was  borne  on  the  freshening  breeze.  There 
was  no  one  in  sight.  Suddenly  Alice,  who  had  been 
exploring,  came  rushing  up. 

"Girls,"  she  whispered,  "there's  a  man  in  the  office 
there.  I  guess  he's  the  station  master.  He  could  lend 
us — Naomi,  be  a  good  sport.  You  go  and  ask  him 
if  he'll  lend  us  the  fare  home." 

"Why  me?"  demanded  Naomi.  "Ask  him  yourself." 
The  deadlock  was  broken  after  five  minutes'  debate 
when  it  was  decided  by  a  vote  of  four  to  one  that  Alice 
should  go.  He  was  her  man.  She  had  discovered  him. 
During  the  interval  several  peeking  expeditions  had  been 
organized.  On  the  last  of  these  the  station  master,  who 
was  a  clumsily  built  yokel,  collarless  and  ugly,  had 
caught  them  in  the  act  and  grinned  rather  foolishly. 

"He's  just  a  sublimated  farmer,"  said  Lizette  by  way 
of  encouragement.  "He'll  give  you  anything  you  want. 
He's  easy." 

Alice  returned  much  sooner  than  expected.  She 
spoke  with  difficulty. 


"You  girls  can  do  what  you  like,"  she  said.  "I'm 
going  to  walk!" 

'Won't  he  lend  it  to  us?"  asked   Lizette. 

"Yes,  he'll  lend  it  to  us,"  Alice  replied. 

"Well?" 

"He  says  he'll  lend  it  to  us  if  the  prettiest  one  gives 
him  a  kiss  first." 

"The  brute!  I'll  have  him  arrested.  When  the 
train  comes  in  we'll  report  him." 

"I  thought  of  that.  He  says  the  only  train  to-night 
won't  stop  unless  he  signals  it." 

"Well,  then,  Alice,  you'll  just  have  to!" 

"Have  to  what?" 

"Kiss  him." 

"My  dear,  you  flatter  me!" 

And  so  an  impasse  was  reached  for  the  second  time. 
Meanwhile  the  ominous  rumbling  came  nearer.  The 
leaves  of  the  poplar  trees  rustled  and  si'vered  in  antici- 
pation of  the  storm.  Dirty  grey  clouds  swept  across 
the  moonless  sky.  There  had  been  silence  for  some 
time  in  the  little  group  of  watchers.  Alice  stood  a  little 
apart.  By  common  consent  the  onus  rested  upon  her. 
A  large  drop  of  rain  fell. 

"I  think  it's  a  case  for  real  heroism!"  said  Betty. 

"Me  too!  My,  but  I'd  admire  a  girl  who  could  take 
such  an  opportunity!"  said  Christine. 

"Situations  like  this  show  what's  in  a  person!"  said 
Lizette. 

A  flash  of  lightning  was  followed  almost  simultan- 
eously by  an  ear-splitting  crash.  All  eyes  were  turned 
upon  Alice,  who  clenched  her  fists  and  walked  briskly 
in  the  direction  of  the  office. 

"And  my  dear,"  said  Lizette,  over  the  phone  some 
days  later,  "of  course  I  wouldn't  ask  that  little  creature 
Alice  Dunham — not  after  the  way  she  flirted  with  that 
awful  station  man  last  week.  Really,  some  girls  have 
no  pride " 

"No,"  said  Naomi.  "How  on  earth  did  you  ever 
meet  her  in  the  first  place?" 


"Ahm  poorly." 

"You   look  dark   under  de  eyes. 
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The  Substitute  King 

By  Geoffrey  Hewelc\c 


Of  all  America's  great  Captains  of  Industry,  first  and 
greatest  stands  Horatio  Pepperdill — The  King  of  the 
Substitute  Trust.  At  the  age  of  fifteen  he  sold  brown 
shoe  polish  for  face  cream  to  the  negro  belles  of  his 
town  and  thus  started  his  remarkable  career  of  substi- 
tution. From  this  first  step  he  rose  rapidly  to  the  emi- 
nence he  now  occupies. 

He  it  was  who  first  conceived  the  scheme  of  buying 
up  the  Califorman  chalk  mines — thus  philanthropically 
ensuring  for  the  urban  poor  an  ever  low  priced  milk 
supply ;  he  it  was  who  devised  a  plan  to  relieve  the  coal 
shortage  by  staining  sea  shingle  black  and  selling  it  for 
anthracite,  and  he  it  was  who  first  started  keeping  vast 
herds  of  mechanical  elephants  in  the  wilds  of  Chicago 
for  their  far  famed  supply  of  French  ivory.  But  his 
achievements  are  as  varied  as  his  imagination  is  versa- 
tile, and  I  could  go  on  citing  them  for  ever. 

Though  my  editor  had  ordered  me  to  interview  this 
remarkable  man,  I  entered  his  palatial  office  building 
with  not  a  little  doubt  as  to  how  I  was  going  to  be 
received.  My  fears,  however,  were  quickly  dispelled, 
for  as  soon  as  it  was  learned  that  I  was  a  press  re- 
porter, I  was  ushered  straight  into  the  great  man's  pri- 
vate office — a  room  whose  four  walls  were  lined  from 
top  to  bottom  with  closely  packed  bookshelves,  the 
room  of  a  man  of  learning  and  wide  reading. 

Horatio  Pepperdill  was  standing  in  front  of  his  desk 
in  a  pose  that  was  characteristic  of  him,  and  one  that 
has  already  been  assured  to  posterity  in  the  bronz" 
statue  that  he  has  erected  in  the  entrance  hall  of  his 
building.  His  feet  were  wide  apart,  he  was  without 
a  coat,  his  right  hand  was  jingling  a  few  coins  in  a 
trouser  pocket,  while  the  thumb  of  his  left  was  grace- 
fully hooked  into  the  armhole  of  his  vest.  A  large  cigar 
protruded  from  above  a  jutting  chin  and,  needless  to 
say,  he  wore  his  hat. 

For  a  moment  I  was  at  a  loss,  but  Pepperdill  is  a 
man  of  action  and  wasted  no  time. 

"What  is  it  that  you  want  to  know  about  me?"  he 
barked.  "My  childhood  life,  how  I  started  my  career, 
humorous  incidents  in  my  business  or  whom  I've  been 
in  love  with?"  He  picked  up  a  number  of  envelopes, 
containing  typewritten  manuscripts,  and  looked  through 
their   titles. 

"None  of  those,"  I  replied.  "I  want  to  know  some- 
thing about  the  extent  of  your  operations ;  how  many 
industries  you  now  control   and  that  sort  of  thing." 

The  magnate  shuffled  the  envelopes  in  his  hands. 
"Hum,"  he  grunted,  "I  have  not  yet  had  that  subject 
written  up.  However,  I  will  try  to  show  you  as  much 
as  I  can." 

"Look  at  this,"  he  cried,  and  took  out  of  a  drawer 
a  brilliantly  colored  bathing  suit  of  some  silky  material. 


"Feel  it,"  he  ordered. 

"Paper!"  I  cried  in  astonishment. 

"Exactly,"  he  replied  with  a  smile. 

"But  how  about  the  water.  .  .  .  ?"   I  stammered. 

The  magnate  shook  his  head  reprovingly.  "Think!" 
he  said.  "How  many  of  the  girls  you  see  at  the 
beaches  ever  go  in  for  a  swim?  Not  many,  eh!  They 
prefer  to  lie  around  on  the  sand,  don't  they?  Well,  I 
am  going  to  sell  them  these  bathing  suits  for  a  quarter 
the  price  they  now  pay." 

For  a  moment  I  was  speechless  with  admiration  for 
Pepperdill's  keen  business  insight,  but  before  I  could 
express  my  appreciation,  he  had  pressed  a  button.  In- 
stantly the  bookcase-like  screen,  which  had  masked 
one  of  the  walls,  collapsed  and  revealed  a  dozen  age 
stained  portraits,  displayed  like  gems,  against  a  back- 
ground of  black  velvet. 

"Ancestors,"  said  Pepperdill,  in  an  ordinary  tone 
of  voice. 

"What?"  I  cried,  thinking  that  I  had  not  heard 
aright. 

"Ancestors,"  he  repeated.  "It's  a  new  specialty  of 
mine.  Mass  production.  I  sell  them  at  fifty  dollars 
a  square  foot."  Pepperdill  nodded  at  the  portrait  of 
a  distinguished  looking  cavalier  of  King  Charles's  age. 
"That  one  there  is  very  popular.  I've  already  sold 
seventy  square  yards  of  him." 

But  I  was  determined  to  show  no  more  surprises  and 
turned  indifferently  away  from  the  painting  to  an  ar- 
boreal diagram   by  its  side. 

ii  ■ntimicfl    on     Pnt/C    33.) 


"You   need   a  companion 
husband?" 

"Thank  you,  I  prefer  gold-fish 
be  fed  once  in  three  days." 


Why  not  take  me   for   a 
They  only  have  to 
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Irate  Customer:  "This  bathing  suit  you  sold  me  is 
a  wretched  thing.  I  was  only  in  the  water  five  minutes 
and  it  shrunk  four  inches!" 

Modest  Clerk:  "Gosh,  lady!  It's  a  good  thing  you 
came  out  when  you  did!" 


Oh-h-h 

Ah!    you  are   fair 

Like  the  gleam  to  the  milkman,  of  an  extra  quarter 
Left  by  mistake  on   the  verandah 
Is  the  light  of  your  eyes  to  me ; 

Your   hair 

Ah! 

It  glows  with  the  soft  radiance 

Lying  pooled  at  the  heart 

Of  ripe  dandelion  wine 

And  have  you  ever 

Folded  reverently  the  soft,  worn  bills  of  a  payday 

Come  earlier   than  you   expected? 

I  have,  but  I  tingled  with  no  more  rapture  then 

Than  I  do  when  I  touch  your  smooth,  white  hand, 

Whiter  than  kalsomine. 

But  your  heart  is  hard  as  Theorem  54,  Euclid  Bk.  II., 

See  how  you  hurt  me ! 

I,  who  have  done  you  no  harm,   am  yet  as  cut  up  as 

yesterday's  roast  in  to-morrow's  hash. 
And  the  love  of  my  heart 
Burns   like   iodine 


The  Better  Heritage 

No  gaudy  gold  or  silver  bright 

My  father  left  to  me, 
Nor  piles  of  ill-won  bills,  nor  gems 

From  mine  or  cave  of  sea. 

Nor  mansions  rich,  nor  treasures  fair 

That  Sybarites  may  need, 
Such  show  that  charms  the  gilded  world 

Found  no  place  in  his  creed ; 

Yet  do  I  love  and  call  him  wise 
Though  these  he  left  not  me; 

He  left  me  bonds,   and  mortgages 
On  good  security! 


-/.  Schull. 


G— G— G 


If  he  thinks  love  to  be  only  another  form  of  lazi- 
ness, he  is  either  very  practical  or  very  jilted. 

— R.  G.  E. 

G— G— G 

Alas!     Poor  Horatio 

In  a  Toronto  office  building,  the  directory  contains 
the  name  of  H.  Bottomley,  dealer  in  yarns.  It  is  only 
fair  to  state  that  the  Canadian  H.  B.  gives  to  the  public 
yarns  which  do  not  shrink  under  careful    investigation. 

G— G— G 

Maud:      "If  twenty-five  years  of   married   life  com- 
pose a  silver  wedding,  when  is  a  wooden  one?" 
Bert:      "When  two  poles  marry." 


Ah,  when  my  ashes 

Drift  coldly  before  your  eyes, 

(I    have    renounced    an    hereditary    prejudice    against 

cremation  just  for  this) 
Ah  when  they  drift coldly 


(Contimird  on  Page  26). 


'How  is  your  new  maid  this  morning?" 
'Oh,  able  to  sit  up  and  give  notice." 


SS2@B» 
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Men  About  Town 

By  Ziegfeld 


zzr~~z 


The    life    of    the    party.      He   always    keeps   himself 
well    posted — especially   at   his   club. 


The    gentleman   of   wide    acquaintance.     He   pays   a 
call  on  all  the  best  families  daily. 


The  genial  gentleman  who  made  a  fortune 
dabbling  in  stock — (bonded  stock!). 


/Ost  *?/<*?  /*/*/U2 


The   young   buck   who  bragged,  "Oh,  yes,  I'm  right 
on  top  of  the  pile!" 
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FENCELESS  MEADOWS.  By 
Bill  Adams.  Toronto:  Longmans, 
Green  &  Co.,  Publishers.     $2.00. 

These  selections  from  the  pen  of 
Bill  Adams,  a  well  known  contributor 
to  some  of  the  larger  periodicals  of 
the  United  States,  are  recommended 
to  all  who  love  the  sea,  especially  to 
those  whose  life  on  the  rolling  wave 
has  been  enjoyed  vicariously  through 
the  poems  of  John  Masefield,  Ceha 
Fox  Smith,  etc.  The  highly  indi- 
vidual style  of  these  tales  makes  them 
unusual  reading.  There  is  a  good  deal 
of  whimsical  humour,  a  quantity  of 
sentiment  and  a  refreshing  blow  of 
salt  sea  through  these  pages.  The 
verse  sprinkled  through  the  volume 
cannot  be  recommended  so  highly;  in 
fact,  it  seems  to  us  pretty  poor  stuff, 
but  when  the  prose  attains  a  poetical, 
almost  ecstatic  height  it  excels  most. 
We  enjoyed  "Fenceless  Meadows" 
thoroughly. 

THE  VIKING  HEART.  By 
Laura  Goodman  Salverson.  Toronto: 
McClelland   &   Stewart,    Publishers. 

Here  is  another  Canadian  novel 
which  bears  all  the  hallmarks  of  a 
legitimate  effort.  It  is  evident  that 
the  days  of  the  old-time  wild-west 
novel  are  numbered.  We  wonder 
whether  Harold  Bell  Wright  and  his 
confreres  are  not  due  for  a  fall.  "The 
Viking  Heart"  bears  a  resemblance 
in  no  way  to  either  of  the  above.  It 
is  as  independent  in  style  and  treat- 
ment as  one  could  wish.  "Maria 
Chapdelaine"  told  of  the  people  of 
French  ancestry  in  Canada.  "The 
Viking  Heart"  tells  the  life  story 
of  a  people  whose  origin  is  Ice- 
landic. The  theme  is  carried  through 
in  a  slow  but  sure  movement  to  the 
end.  The  great  love  in  the  heart  of 
the  Norse  woman  Borga  is  the  key- 
note. Here  are  no  thrilling  rescues 
and  improbable  coincidences.  "The 
Viking  Heart"  is  undoubtedly  an  epic 
of  its  type. 

There  is  one  detraction  from  its 
readableness,  however,  and  that  is 
that  the  methodical  progress  of  the 
narrative  taxes  the  reader's  interest 
a  little  too  much.      It  is  a  book  which 


will  appeal  to  women  more  than  to 
men.  The  publication  of  "The  Viking 
Heart"  will  be  of  interest  to  those  who 
are  looking  forward  to  a  Canadian 
fiction. 

THEMIDLANDER.  By  Booth 
Tarkington.  If  you  are  absolutely 
honest  and  shameless  you  may  admit 
that  "you  too"  aren't  able  to  work  up 
a  temperature  over  this. 


Have   You    Turned 
'Round  the  Corner? 

and  found  a  little  shop  where  you  can 
borrow  the  latest  English  and  French 
novels,  biographies  and  plays  for  a  few 
cents    a    day? 

The  Little  Shop  'Round  The  Corner 
1184    Bay    Street,   South   of   Bloor. 
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ANOTHER 

STROLLERS 

CONTEST 


Watch  the  Newspapers 
for  "Clue"{Pictures 


$300.00 

In  Prizes 


■f  t  •'■ '  >f  *  -  - 

g'-~ ,  Sk? 
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Mirnyst 


Just  Sau- 

"GIMME 


n* 


ftOLLCR$ 

THE  CIGARETTE  WITH  THE  ORIGINAL  FLAVOR 
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Aspirin 


Say  "Bayer"  and  Insist! 


Unless  you  see  the  "Bayer  Cross"  on 
tablets,  you  are  not  getting  Aspirin  at 
all.  Accept  only  genuine  "Bayer  Tab- 
lets of  Aspirin,"  which  contain  direc- 
tions and  dose  worked  out  by  physicians 
during    23    years     and     proved     safe    by 


millions   for 
Colds 
Toothache 
Neuritis 
Neuralgia 


Headache 
Rheumatism 
Lumbago 
Pain,  Pain 
Handy    boxes    of    twelve    tablets    cost 
few    cents.      Druggists    also    sell    bottles 
of    24    and    100.      Aspirin    is    the    trade 
mark    (registered    in    Canada)    of    Bayer 
Manufacture    of    Monoaceticacidester    of 
Salicylicacid.      While    it    is    well    known 
that  Aspirin    means   Bayer  manufacture, 
to    assist    the    public    against    imitations, 
the    Tablets    of   Bayer    Company   will   be 
stamped   with   their  general    trade   mark, 
the    "Bayer    Cross." 


The  worst  that  can  be  said  of  some 
U.  S.  politicians  is  they  played  the 
game   according   to   'oil. 

— News  Mirror. 

G— G— G 

The  Giftie 

"Wha'  brand  o'  bacca  are  ye  smok- 
in\  Jock?" 

"I  dinna  ask  him?" 

— Bystander   (London) . 

G— G— G 

It  appears  that  Herodotus  was  really 
a  press  agent  for  the  city  of  Athens. 
He  had  a  poor  idea  of  a  good  business 
slogan  when  he  picked  "The  City  of 
the  Violet  Crown,"  instead  of 
"Athens — the  Logical  Location." 

— News  Mirror. 


MADISON  INK 

at  Me  Corner  of  Bloor  Street 
#nd  Madison   AvehuE 


i! 


I  ^ 


For 
Particular 


PeopI 


li 


In  the  best  homes, — at 
high-class  restaurants 
and  hotels, — wherever 
a  discriminating  taste  in- 
fluences the  effort  to  se- 
cure the  utmost  in  fla- 
vor, fragrance,  purity 
and  strength  of  blend — 
there  will  you  find  Salada 
Tea  served  as  the  recog- 
nized choice  of  particu- 
lar people. 


"SALADA" 


;  j 


H570 


wm 


ere  can  you 
mem/ 


RAJAH 

Particularly  built  for  the 
man  who  uses  a  shaving 
stick,  but  equally  efficient 
with  soap  or  cream. 
Unusual  value  at 
$1.50 


,iL_ ixrv  o  rvfl-v-. 

'.-ZT  IMBueBI' 

■■■■:- 


MOGUL 

A  bristle  brush  of  splen- 
did  quality.  Made  for  the 
man  who  uses  a  mug  but 
just  as  satisfactory  with 
slick  or  powder. 

Exceptional  value  at 
$1.25- 


I 


NABOB 

A   pure    badger   brush. 
Ideal  for  use  with  shaving 
cream  because  it  holds  an 
abundance  of  water. 
Unprecedented  value  at 


$3.00 

,  (7*  n  r\RADrVl  (c>  ■ 

(SET    IN     RUBBER) 

J^ather  ^rushes 


■ih 
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APRIL  FOOL!" 


Careful  Investment 

brings 

Financial 

Independence 

We  irtvile  you  to  consult  us. 


Domi7*io;n  Securities 

CORPORATION  LIMITED 

HEAD  OFFICE:    TORONTO   2«  KING  ST.  E. 

MONTREAL  ESTABLISHED  1901  LONDON.  ENG. 


A  Couple  of  Easter  Buns. — Froth. 


THE  DIET  KITCHEN 
TEA  ROOMS 


72  and  80  West  Bloor  St., 


Tel.  R.  4382 


BREAKFAST 
AFTERNOON  TEA 


LUNCHEON 
DINNER 


Sunday  night  supper  will  be  served 
in  Annex  until  9.30 


Goblin 
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\  Jfallersofl  Gandij  Go.  / 

•%  LIMITED  «•* 


TORONTO 


OK  Jack!  OK  Jack! 
Come  quick  and  see, 
The  Easter  £ift 
\ou  s^ave  }o  me. 


Trailers OUS  Chocolate 
Are  a  treat*, 
Even  rabbihs  know 
Thecj  canl  be  beah 
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The  Remington  is  the  Most  Complete  Portable  Typewriter 


Standard  Keyboard 

"yOU  do  not  have  to  shift 
A  for  figures  on  a 
REMINGTON  PORTABLE, 
for  the  keyboard  is  just  like 
that  of  the  big  typewriters. 
There  is  a  shift  key  on 
either  side  of  the  keyboard. 


Automatic 
Ribbon  Reverse 

'"THE  REMINGTON. PORT- 
ABLE has  an  automatic 
ribbon  reverse  —  no  fussing, 
no  trouble  or  annoyance.  It 
also  has  every  other  operat- 
ing feature  common  to  large 
typewriters    used    in    offices. 


For  Every  Man,  Woman  and  Child  Who  Has  Personal  Writing  To  Do    ) 

Remington  Typewriter  Company  of  Canada  Limited 

Remington  Building,  68  King  Street  West,  Toronto 

and  throughout  the  Dominion 


CAN  YOU  DRAW? 


'Men, 


FREE 


A  COMPLETE 
COURSE  IN  ART 


Here's  a  chance  to  test  your  ability  as  an  artist — an  opportunity  to 
have  your  talent  developed  under  expert  guidance  at  no  cost  to  you. 
To  the  person  sending  us  the  best  finished  drawing  of  the  Prince 
of  Wales  we  will  give — FREE — the  complete  Shaw  Course  in  Art. 
Other  valuable  graded  prizes.  The  drawings  must  be  made  from 
the  same  pose  as  our  Art  Director  has  shown  above.  They  must 
be  enlarged  to  5%  inches  high  by  3>4  inches  wide.  Drawings  may 
be  made  in  pen  and  ink,  crayon  or  pencil.  Contest  closes  April  20th. 
Employees  and  Art  Students  of  Shaw  Schools  not  eligible.  Send 
drawings   to 

SHAW  SCHOOLS  LIMITED 

48  Bloor  Street  West,  Toronto. 


Potage  Canadien 

(Continued    from    page    13) 
'Oh,  worthy  councillor,   resourceful 
general!'    cried    all    the   nobles    in    the 
long  hall." 

Extract  from  a  city  council  meet- 
ing in  the  Toronto  Daily  Star,  Feb- 
ruary   11,    1924: 

"That's  the  kind  of  racy,  lumbering,  un- 
bridled remark  I  would  expect,"  shot  back 
Aid.    Wemp. 

Aid.   McBride:    "He's   just  a   little   mutt." 

Aid.    Wemp:    "I    rise    to    point    of    order — " 

Aid.  McBride :  "I  understood  what  I  said 
and    I'll    never    take    it    back." 

Aid.  Wemp :  "He's  gone  out  of  parliament- 
ary   procedure    and    called    me    a    name." 

Aid.  McBride:  "You  called  me  an  unbridled, 
lumbering    racy — " 

Demands    Withdrawal 

Aid.  Wemp:  "I  said  I  referred  to  a  racy, 
lumbering,  unbridled  remark,  I  ask  him  as 
a  gentleman  of  the  council  to  withdraw  the 
name." 

Aid.  McBride:  "I  would  like  to  withdraw 
you    out   of   the   council." 

Aid.  Wemp:  "Mr.  Chairman,  I  want  the 
name    withdrawn." 

Chairman  Carrick :  "I  didn't  hear  the 
name." 

Aid.  Wemp:  "If  he  is  a  gentleman,  he  will 
withdraw." 

Aid.  McBride:  "Whether  I  am  a  gentleman 
or   whether  I  am   not,   whatever  I  said  goes." 

Aid.  Wemp:  "That's  conclusive  then.  He 
is   not  a  gentleman." 

Aid.  McBride :  "Sit  down,  mouthpiece  of 
The  Telegram." 

Chairman :    "If   I   don't   get   order — " 

G— G— G 
Yeah 

Bricklayer — "And  what  will  you 
pay  me?" 

Boss — "I'll  pay  you  one  dollar  and 
fifty  cents." 

Bricklayer — -"What  do  you  think  I 
am,  a  college  graduate?" 

— Yellow  Jacket 


snt  She  a  Beauty  ? 
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SPUR 


Arrow  Collar 


moderate  short  point  style  watjlts 
the  wearer  and  the  fyiotofthe 
cravat  perfectly 
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Oh-h-h-h 

(Continued  from  page   18) 

Then  will  you  feel  stirring  within  your  breast 

A  vague,  uneasy  regret 

For  the  completeness  of  my  extinction, 

A  sadness, 

The  years  within  me  will  seem  empty  ....  hungry  .... 

You  will  wish  that  you  might  restore  me  then, 

That  you  had  refrained  a  little 

As  the  child 

Gazing,   after   the   Christmas  dinner, 

Upon  the  sad,   strewn  wreck  of  the   turkey, 

Is  moved  with  a  half  sorrow 

(The  bare,  bare  bones.  .  .  .stripped  for  the  cold  winds 

....  the  luscious  white  meat ....  gone .  .  .  .  ) 
And  heaves  a  sigh  out  of  the  fulness  of  the  region  near 

his  heart, 
And   shakes  his  head   at  the  prospects   for  to-morrow's 

meal      

N.B. — The  reader  is  requested  not  to  sign  his  name 
on  the  dotted  lines.  This  is  not  an  insurance  policy 
but  a  free  verse  poem,  and  when  we  see  the  dots  we 
know  instantly  the  poet's  "thought"  has  trailed  off  to 
infinity. 

— /.  Schull. 
G— G— G 

Cashier:  "I  don't  believe,  dear,  that  your  father  will 
consent  to  our  marriage." 

Banker's  Daughter:  "Oh,  yes,  he  will,  after  he  has 
examined  your  books.  He  will  want  to  keep  the  money 
in  the  family." 

— Phoenix. 
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These  sharp-edged  blocks  bite 
right  down  to  a  firm  footing  on 
any  road.  The  All-Weather 
Tread  writes  safety  on  the  high- 
ways of  the  world. 

Goodyear  means  Good  Wear. 


GOOD 


MADE 


IN    CANADA 


28 


Goblin 


It's  a  Wheel  of  Good 

"GUTTA 


CORD 


"  Quality 


Fortune  When  it  Has- 

PERCHA" 

TIRES 

all  Through" 


GUTTA  PERCHA  &  RUBBER,  LIMITED 

Head  Offices  and  Factories,  Toronto 

Branches  from  Coast  to  Coast 


Vale,  Hokea! 

(Continued    from    page    10) 
me  to  cease.     Finally  he  said,  "If  you 
will  stop  I   will   give  you  the  house." 
I  accepted  the  bargain.      It  is  a  very 
moving  song. 

WEDNESDA  Y 
To-day  the  woman  and  I  were  mar- 


ried. She  has  promised  to  obey  me 
always.  She  has  made  sundry  ex- 
pressions of  undying  affection.  For- 
ever, says  she,  my  word  shall  be  law. 
Perhaps,  I  begin  to  believe,  there  may 
be  more  than  at  first  appears  in  the 
state  of  civilization  to  which  these 
people    have    attained.      Tomorrow    I 


shall  put  her  to  the  test.  She  is  anx- 
ious to  have  her  relatives  come  to  visit 
her.  I  shall  exert  my  authority  by 
refusing. 

EXTRACT  FROM  THE  VAN- 
COUVER PROVINCE! 

Wild      Negro      Starts 
Long  Distance  Swim 

Early  this  morning  a  large  negro 
wearing  horn-rimmed  spectacles,  ap- 
peared on  the  beach  at  Kitsalino 
where  astonished  watchers  saw  him 
remove  his  clothes  and  execute  a 
weird  dance.  He  is  said  by  close  by- 
standers to  look  as  though  he  had 
come  off  second  best  in  a  quarrel, 
having  one  eye  closed  up  and  several 
swellings  on  his  head.  The  negro 
rushed  into  the  water  and  swam  out 
in  the  direction  of  the  Ocean.  "Back 
to  the  quiet  of  the  South  Seas!"  he 
is  said  to  have  shouted  as  he  dis- 
appeared from  view. 

G— G— G 

Rastus — "Ah  wants  a  divorce.  Dat 
woman  jes'  talk,  talk,  talk,  talk,  night 
an'  day.  Ah  cain't  get  no  rest  and 
dat  talk  am  drivin'  me  crazy." 

Young  Lawyer — "What  does  she 
talk  about?" 

"She  doan  say."  — Life. 

G— G— G 
A  DEAD  BEAT 
"Well,  old  man,  tough  luck;  your 
uncle's  death  was  awfully  sudden." 
"Yes,  was  a  shame,  wasn't  it?" 
But  he  left  quite  a  bit  of  money, 
I  hear." 

"Oh,  yes,  the  cop  shot  him  before 
he  could  get  out  of  the  window?" 

— Sun  Dial. 
G— G— G 

Headline  —  "Poolroom  burns  — 
Thousands  Homeless."         — Puppet. 
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British  Consols 

C.P.R.  Hotels 

C. P. R.  Hotels  are   intGr»nationallv  famous 
British  Consols  Cigarettes  are  nationally  famous 


In  every  C.  P.  R.  Hotel,  from  Coast  to 

Coast,  BRITISH  CONSOLS  cigarettes  jfifl^  ^ 

are  proving   themselves:    "The    fastest  >''1 "  |lHSef8^j-|L 
growing  cigarette  in  Canada."  ^  *■  '  °'i       *'^  rfli* 


MODERN  DANCING 

MISS    EDNA  HINCH 

356  Brunswick  Ave. 

Fox  Trot  and  Waltz 

Taught  in  Three  Private 

Lessons 

Special  rates  to  students 

For  Appointment    Phone  Trinity  0037 


Tea   Hounds 

"Won't   you  join   me   in   a   cup 


of 


IDEAL  SPOT 

for  University  sororities, 
teachers'  outing,  etc.,  on 
beautiful  Lake  Simcoe,  at 
your  own  price.  Good  boat- 
ing, fishing,  bowling,  and 
tennis.  Excellent  dance  pa- 
vilion and  music.  For  par- 
ticulars apply  Mr.  Gulson, 
1 9  Victor  Avenue,  Toronto, 
Phone  Gerrard  5085. 


tea? 

"Well,  you  get  in,  and  I'll  see  if 
there's  any  room  left."     — Octopus 

G— G— G 

What    Good    Can    Prayer    Do? 

Minister  (to  sick  student) — "I  take 
a  friendly  interest  in  you,  my  boy,  be- 
cause I  have  two  sons  in  the  university 
myself;  one  taking  engineering  and  the 
other  agriculture.  Is  there  anything  I 
can  do?" 

Sick    Student — "You     might 
for   the   one  taking  engineering. 

— Minnehaha. 
G— G— G 

Mrs.  Newlywed — You  know  the 
proof  of  the  pudding  is  in  the  eating. 

Mr.  Newlywed — Yes,  dear;  but 
remember,  I'm  no  test  tube. — Burr. 


pray 


EMERSON'S 

BROMO' 

seltzep 

Might    Try   Roller   Skates 

"Can  you  help  me  select  a  gift  for 
a  very  wealthy  old  aunt  who  is  awfully 
weak  and  can  hardly  walk?" 

Clerk — Well,  how  about  some  floor 
wax?  — -Phoenix. 

G— G— G 
"What  is  your  occupation?" 
"I  used  to  be  an  organist." 
"And  why  did  you  give  it  up?" 
"The  monkey  died."       — Dodo. 

G— G— G 
Miss  Newmoney:    "What  was  that 
you  just  played?" 

Violinist:  "An  improvisation,  Ma- 
dam." 

Miss  Newmoney:  "Ah,  one  of  my 
old   favorites!" — Lampoon. 


Agents  Wanted 

Follow    the    Dollar  — $50    to 
$100  Per  Week 

the  money  yours;  something 
new;  not  an  old,  worn-out 
proposition;  field  untouched; 
experience  unnecessary; 
takes  everybody  by  storm; 
money  rolls  in;  show  50  and 
sell  40;  demonstrated  in  1 
minute;  sells  on  demonstra- 
tion; the  new  inkless  Foun- 
tain Pen,  the  twentieth  cen- 
tury wonder;  never  leaks  or 
spills;  with  this  pen  no  more 
use  for  the  ink  bottle;  sam- 
ple pen,  50c.  This  proposi- 
tion is  18-karat;  money  back 
if  not  as  represented;  agent's 
profit,  200  per  cent.;  exclu- 
sive territory;  send  for  pen 
and  agency  to-day. 

INKLESS  FOUNTAIN 
PEN  CO., 

Dept.  2, 
1522  8th  St.,  Des  Moines,  la. 
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Carrie  and  Her  Car 

Join  The  Toronto  Sunday  World's  Family  of  Colored  Comics 


Here's  a  comic  that's  different,  fresh  and  brimful 
of  real  fun.  It  has  taken  Toronto  by  storm  and  is 
sweeping  across  the  continent.  The  rollicking 
adventures  of  zippy,  pretty  Carrie,  and  her  car 
will  make  fun  for  the  whole  family.  Watch  for 
this  top-notch  comic  every  week  in 


THE  GUMPS 

MR.  AND  MRS. 

HAPPY  HOOLIGAN 

BETTY 

PA'S  SON-IN-LAW 

TOM  SAWYER 

BINGVILLE  PUZZLES 


The  Toronto  Sunday  World 

Canada  s  Premier  Week  End  Paper 


"The  Lantern,"  by    DON    MARQUIS,     the    most    distinguished    columnist     in 
America,   is  now  a  weekly  feature    of    The  Sunday  World. 
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The  Wrath  to  Come 

UNDER  such  a  striking  cap- 
tion the  renowned  political 
author-prophet  takes  another  look 
into  the  future  and  foresees  the 
catastrophic  possibilities  of  the 
United  States  policy  of  insularity. 
It  will  be  remembered  that  long 
before  the  Great  War  this  same 
writer  was  telling  of  its  possibili- 
ity — its  probability.  He  was  on 
the  list  of  undesirables,  for  whom 
the  Germans  had  outlined  no  un- 
certain fate.  All  this  lends  in- 
terest to  the  latest  pronouncement 
of 

E.  Phillips  Oppenheim 

But  in  addition  to  the  interest  de- 
rived from  this  circumstance,  the 
story  is  another  of  his  vivid,  breath 
taking  yarns,  with  all  the  suspense 
and  excitement  for  which  he  is 
noted.  This  splendid  serial  starts  in 
this  issue. 

The  Provinces  Also  Have 
an  Orgy1 

The  series  of  articles  dealing  with 
Ottawa's  Orgy  of  Extravagance, 
brought  a  certain  feeling  of  superi- 
ority to  the  provincial  Solons.  But 
this  is  short  lived.  In  this  issue  the 
situation  in  two  of  the  provinces  is 
outlined,  with  more  to  follow.  These 
captions  tell  the  story: 

Quebec  Doubles  Debt  in  Six  Years 

While  B.C.  Trebles  Debt  Since  1918 

There  is,  of  course,  the  usual  "differ- 
ent" array  of  splendid  fiction  and 
general  articles,  all  to  be  found  in 
the  March  15,  issue  of 


MACLEAN'S 

^CANADA'S    NATIONAL  MAGAZINE 


For  Alimony,  or  anq  oilier 
purposcabaijs  send  paymcat 
bu  DotnmioTiIxpress  Money  Order 


A  Scot  whose  name  was  Macintosh,  and  who  was  proud 
of  the  fact  that  he  was  directly  descended  from  the  chief  of 
the  clan,  was  having  a  dispute  over  the  fare  he  owed  a  taxi 
driver. 

The  man  with  the  meter  talked  loud  and  harshly,  and  it 
angered  the  Highlander. 

"Do  you  know  who  I  am?"  he  demanded,  proudly  draw- 
ing himself  up  to  his  full  height.      "I'm  a  Macintosh." 

The  taxi  driver  snorted. 

"I  don't  care  if  you're  an  umbrella,"  he  said,  "I'll  have 
my  rights."  — Judge. 


Eunice:  "Look  at  Tom;  he  reminds  me  of  one  of  the  char- 
acters in  'Hamlet'." 

Osro:  "Hamlet!     Impossible!     What  do  you  mean?" 
Eunice:   "The  grave  digger!" 

— Brown  Jug. 


TOfnrborne  3fan 

169  COLLEGE  STREET  (Two  Doors  West  of  McCaul) 
Phone:  Trinity  9354 

The   handiest   rendezvous   in  Toronto;    just 
across  the  street  from  the  University,  and 
half  way  between  the  residential  and  shop- 
ping districts  of  the  city. 

LUNCHEON    12.00  to  2.00,  —  35  &  50c. 
TEA  3.00  to  5.00,  —  a    la   carte 

DINNER  5.30  to  7.00,  —  40  &  65c. 
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The  Substitute  King 

(Continued  from  Page  17  i . 

"What's  that  chart  there?"  I  asked. 

"A  specimen  Family  Tree,"  said  Pepperdill,  and  put 
his  feet  on  the  table  with  simple  dignity.  "You  see 
I'm  prepared  to  equip  any  one  with  a  complete  set  of 
Ancestors,    Family   Tree  and  Ghost." 

"A  Ghost,  too!"  I  feebly  ejaculated. 

"Certainly,"  he  answered.  "I  don't  do  things  by 
halves.  Any  one  of  my  staff  of  carefully  trained  ghosts 
will  haunt  your  house  by  appointment,  and  I'll  guar- 
antee him  not  to  be  caught.  Why,"  he  said,  sudden'y 
waxing  enthusiastic,  "my  clanking  chain  expert  sent 
three  women  into  hysterics  at  his  last  haunt." 

"Wonderful!"  I  murmered,  but  Pepperdill  had  al- 
ready touched  another  button,  and  the  screen  swept 
into  place  again.  He  pushed  across  the  table  to  me 
a  box  of  stogies,  and,  as  he  seemed  to  expect  it,  I  lit  one. 

"Now  that  cigar."  he  said,  as  soon  as  it  was  smoul- 
dering, "is  a  new  brand  we're  trying  to  put  on  the  mar- 
ket.    It  is  not  tobacco,  you  know." 

"I  almost  suspected  as  much,"  I  replied.  "What  is 
it  made  of?" 

"It's  a  mixture  of  brown  paper,  glue  and  flavoring 
materials,  and,"  his  voice  rose  triumphantly,  "it  is  not 
even  as  dangerous  as  a  real  tobacco  cigar.  You  can 
keep  that  one  if  you  like." 

Then  that  remarkable  man  pulled  out  a  watch  that 
looked  to  me  exactly  like  gold.  This  I  took  to  be  a 
hint  that  my  interview  was  over,  and  I  reluctantly  stood 
up,  loath  to  leave  his  magnetic  presence. 

I  cast  one  last  look  at  the  brightly  decorated  box. 

"But  look  here,"  I  cried.  "It  says  on  the  lid, 
"Made  in  Havana." 

"Sure,"  my  host  replied,  and  opened  the  door.  "Ha- 
vana. .  .  .  Illinois." 


PLAYERS 

Lii,   NAVY  CUT 

CIGARETTES 


Undergraduate    Competition 

The  first  prize  of  $15  for  a  contribution  from  an 
undergraduate  goes  to  Geoffrey  Hewelcke,  University 
of  Alberta,  '26,  for  his  contribution,  "The  Substitute 
King,"  printed  above.  Second  and  third  prizes  go 
respectively  to  P.  A.  Gardner,  Wycliffe  College,  and 
Miss  M.  Wrigley,  Toronto,  '26.  These  contributions 
will  appear  in   the  May  issue. 


"Say   it   with  Flowers" 

There  is  sentiment  in  Flowers 
that  the  recipient  appreciates. 


Limited 
8  West  Adelaide  St.,  Toronto,  Canada 

PRICES    AS    LOW    AS    THE    LOWEST    AND 
QUALITY   THE  BEST. 


pure  JAEGER  wool 

FOR  ALL  OCCASIONS 
For  Men,  Women  and  Children 


SWEATERS 

GOLF  HOSE 

OVERCOATS 

CAPS 

WAISTCOATS 

SCARVES 


BATHING  SUITS 

HOSIERY 

GLOVES 

DRESSING  GOWNS 

UNDERWEAR 

SLIPPERS 


Blankets,  Travelling  or  Motor  Rugs,  Sleeping 
Bags  and  numerous  novelties  of  finest  pure 
wool. 

Catalogue  mailed  free  upon  application. 


"The  Jaeger  Shops 

Retail  Selling  Agents 

MILTON'S  LIMITED 


99 


84  Yonge  St. 
At  King 


707  Yonge  St. 
At  Bloor 
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IT     NOW     DO     IT     NOW     DO     IT     NOW     DO     IT     NOW     DO     IT     NOW     DO     IT    NOW    DO     IT     NOW     DO     IT    NOW     DO    IT    NOW    DO     IT    NOW> 


Love  Set 

for  Jacqueline 

It  is  the  Junior  Prom. 
Joe  Gish  has  run  off  with 
your  car,  so  you  are  at  a  loss 
what  to  suggest.  Your  little 
partner,  Jacqueline,  has  tired 
of  dancing,  and  silence  is  run- 
ning rampant  through  the 
conversation. 

«/ 


DO  IT  NOW    DO  IT  NOW     DO  IT  NOW    DO   IT  NOW     DO  IT  NOW  DO  IT  NOW    - 


What  is  she  thinking 
anything? 

In  another  moment  the 
last  sip  of  the  sixth  limeade  will  have  trickled  down  her  lovely  throat. 
Love  set  for  Jacqueline.  She  will  stare  innocently  at  you  for  a  moment, 
and  then — -and  then — start  popping  those  deadly  "do-you-knows".  How  to 
forestall  them,  how  to  parry  them,  how  to  stop  them,  you  will  know  when 
you  study  Vanity  Fair,  the  most  delightful  and  enlightening  outside  reading 
course   offered   in  any   university.  —  Ask  the   man    with  the  perfect  line. 


THE  STAGE:  Photographs  of  the 
beautiful  and  the  unique;  re- 
views and  storm  warnings ; 
symposiums  on  theatrical  as- 
tronomy. 

MOVIES:  Stills  and  stories  of 
the  meritorious  and  the  un- 
usual.    Press  agents  banned. 

HUMOR:  Works  of  poets  and 
other  tragedians ;  res  noves  w  ith 
a  futuristic  flavoring;  achieve- 
ments of  intellectual  notables 
and  notable  intellectuals ;  the 
modernistic  philosophies. 

GRAVAMEN:  Cream  of  humour 
and  creme  de  menthe ;  the 
whimsical ;  the  satirical ;  and  all 
other  forms  of  variegated  gro- 
tesquerie 

WORLD  OF  IDEAS:  Every  new 
movement,  every  revolutionary 
viewpoint,    every    unique    slant 


Just  Try  Ten  Issues 

In  each  issue  you  find : 

on  this  amusing  world,  is  mir- 
rored in  Vanity  Fair. 

THE  SPORTS:  All  of  them— mas- 
culine, feminine  and  neuter — 
photographs,  news  items,  and 
methods  of  play. 

THE  ARTS,  as  SUCH:  The  best 
works  of  the  new  artists  and 
the  new  works  of  the  best  ones  ; 
exhibition  gossip  and  repro- 
ductions of  the  most  discussed 
masterpieces  of  the  season. 

BRIDGE,  ETC.:    All  th:  tricks  and 
turns ;    how    to    get    the    most 
out   of   your  college   educa- 
tion. 


motors,  and  dancing — all  you 
need  to  know,  recklessly  illus- 
trated. 

THE    COUPON   WILL    SAVE  YOU   $1: 
Fill    it    in    now — and — just 
watch   your    line.  «,  * 
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v 
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AND     IN     ADDITION 

All  the  latest  notes 
in  music,  men's 

FASH  IONS, 


.OW    DO    IT    NOW    DO 


NOW     DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW       FILL      IT      IN      FILL     IT     IN      FILL      IT     1*'      KIT.!.      IT     IN     FILL     IT      IN 
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y^e  Children's  Hour 

They  are  the  gold  of  Memory's  storehouse — those  hours  "between  the 
dark  and  the  daylight  " 

And  under  the  spell  of  the  evening  lamp,  the  Children's  Hour  becomes  a 
Magic  Hour,  when  Age  forgets  its  years  and  wanders  with  Youth  into  the 
Land  of  Make-Believe. 

All  too  soon  those  hours  pass;  but  the  cheerful  light  is  always  there  to 
touch  with  magic  those  other  hours  between  the  Dawn  and  the  Twilight  of 
Life. 

There  are  rooms  in  your  home  which  will  need  the  magic  touch  of  Edison 
Mazda  Lamps.  Put  the  right  lamp  in  each  socket  and  see  how  much  you  add 
in  comfort  and  cheer. 


Go  to  the  Edison  Mazda  Lamp  Agent  in  your  neighbor- 
hood. He  knows  just  which  lamps  will  give  the  bes*.  light- 
ing effect  with  every  fixture  in  your  home— and  at  the 
lowest   cost. 

"Made  in  Canada" 
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A  Forsyth  shirt 
adds  Quite  a  touch. 
If  uour  ballq  games 
not  up  to  much. 


(yie(uarantee& 


HIRT 
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John  Forsyth,  Limited  Kitchener,  Canada 

J 


